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AUVGING™ BOOKS 


“Murder by the Clock,” by 
Rufus King. Well, sir, the first 
time they murdered Herbert En- 
dicott he showed very little esprit 
de corpse, refusing to stay dead. 
After a shot of adrenalin he came 
So they calmly 
murdered him again, this time 
cooking him for keeps. Which 


is but a typical example of the 


to life again. 


brand of jolly ghoulishness which 
fairly saturates this nicely mor- 
bid, well-knit spine-jitterer. 


“Decline and Fall.” by Eve- 
lvn Waugh. A new Max Beer- 
bohm writes a slapstick satire 
which achieves the fourth dimen- 
sion of comedy. We rank it along- 


side “Zuleika Dobson.” 


“Bryan,” by M. R. Werner. 
The tragic log of the itinerary of 
Old Doe Bryan’s Medicine Show, 
from the Cross of Gold to the 
Dayton Monkey House, with 
stopoffs at Washington, a million 
chautauquas and the Florida Land 
Rush, told with slow subtle sad- 
ism without benefit of Mencken. 
Once regarded by the world as a 
new Messiah and destined to rise 
to the highest seat in Wilson’s 
cabinet, Bryan went to heaven 
reduced to enjoying the respect 
of only those who think it a sin 
to have their shoes shined on 
Sunday. He had a genius for 
being fanatically wrong, yet being 
worshipped for his lopsided be- 
liefs—and for making money. 
Every time he opened his mouth 
a piece of free silver fell out, 
which he carefully wiped off and 
put into real estate. It is a pre- 
posterous and incredible fairy 
tale, this story of the Swamp- 
land Savonarola, who died before 
he had the pleasure of seeing the 
ashes fall on Sodom. Let copies 
be sent to John Roach Straton, 
Aimee McPherson, Billy Sunday 
and Ella Boole, as a portent. 


“Lion,” by Martin Johnson. 
A hair-raising African trip made 
by the famous hunter and _ his 
little woman, to get the dope on 
the home life of the “big cats.” 
Using cameras instead of guns 
they got it without fuss or cru 
elty. Johnson has set it down 
truthfully and simply. Reading 
it is like stepping inside a lions’ 
cage to study the slick brutes. 
Only safer. Put it on your “must 
read” list. 

—Tep SHANE 
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STRAW TIPS 
CORK TIPS 
PLAIN ENDS 
10 FOR 15¢ 


“Was Sylvia peeved when they left her out of the 
Social Register?” toe 
“Not a bit. She smokes MELACHRINOS and they speak 

for themselves.” 


Do You Play Bridge? Then Clip This Coupon... 


LARGE SIZE 
30 





THe UNION Tospacco COMPANY 
511 Fifth Avenue, New York City C, 5-18-29 Initials __ 
Gentlemen:— 


I am a bridge player and would like to have your ah 
Melachrino-Bridge offer of (1) 60 Melachrino Ciga 7 
rettes—Cork tips, Straw tips and Plain ends, (2) the 

score pad with the latest rules of contract bridge, (3) Address.- 
two packs of the famous gilt-edge Congress Cards, 
(free of any advertising), bearing my monogram, $4.75 
value, for which I enclose my check for $2.50. 


1879—1929 » 50 YEARS A LEADER + QUALITY STANDS THE TEST OF TIME 
1 





"Isn't it wonderful the way those eight men 
pull together?”’ 


"Not half so wonderful, Marge, as the way 
the eight cylinders in this President pull 
tage ther.” 


, I ‘RAVEL at your own pace—swift as an 


arrow ...lazy asa drifting sloop. Your 
Studebaker is at ease. So are you! A smooth, 
flowing stream — this Studebaker power, 
ever alert, ever competent. Here is cham- 
pion performance alive at a feather-touch 
because Studebaker today holds every 
official speed and endurance record for 
fully equipped stock cars! And the riding 
ease of these smart new champions rivals 
lounging-room luxury. But a Studebaker 
tells its own story so much better than 
mere words can express it. Just drive one 


eee soon! 


ry 


Us 
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Studebaker President Eight Roadster, $1785. 
Commander Eight Regal Roadster, $1595. 
Commander Six Regal Roadster, $1450. On each, 
five wire wheels standard; roomy rumble seat. 
Commander Six Roadster wood wheels, $1375. 
Prices at the factory. Bumpers, spare tire extra. 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


Trader Horn has returned from 
New Zealand with a story of find 
skull of a Paleolithic 
who had be en killed 
with a jade hatchet. The Trader, 
bee n 


ing the 


cavemnan 


we fear, has 
tabloids. 


reading too 


Motor-car 
rapidly immortalizing our presi 
dents. We had the Cleveland; 
we have the Lincoln, and now 
Why not 
The Coolidge, 


America’s Silent Six? 


manufacturers are 


comes the Roosevelt. 


another car 


article in the 
New York T'elegram,many United 
States bathe 
ice-cold water all winter long. 
Yes, and spend all the rest of 
their time talking about it. 


According to an 


birds regularly in 


many 
Dr. William O'Shea. superin 
Another thing Mr. Horn en- tendent of schools in New York 
countered in his travels was a City, has ordered all home work 


drought in the Bad Lands, where 
he had to flee before great hordes 
of animals all looking for a drink. 
A real humanitarian 
directed them to 


would have 
America. 


And speaking of presidents, we 
Mr. 
Coolidge never wasted any words. 
He knew how valuable they'd be 
in print. 


have just discovered why 


“é , 


Aw, shut up!’ 


eliminated for the first elemen- 


tary school grades. Too many 
pupils, it seems, were depending 
on their fathers for incorrect an 


swers, 


Ve 
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“Old Joe Meanish, m’dear, . . . you’ve heard me speak of Joe, old Joe Meanish. . 


Domestic Relations 
Cook 


For her. most thoughtful relative. 
Three rousing cheers I gladly 


| 
| 
| 
| 


give. 
She sticks to me through thick and 


| thin, 
My kindly, unofficial kin. 
While prying aunts are asking 

questions, 

My peerless cook preserves diges 
tions. 

What lamb! What ham! What 
cake of mocha! 

Oh my, what pie! What tapioca! 

What quince! What mince! What 
cup of custard! 

What beef that floats in sauce of 
mustard! 





Most useful member of our clan, 
She caters to the Inner Man. 

A jewel, worth a ton of us, 
We've proudly made her one of 


| 
us! ie _ : 2 = 














—Artuur L. Lippmann The stock broker goes to lunch. 
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What a Whale of a Difference 


It was the first time I'd been 
back to the old college in five 
vears. In my day we had four 
hundred students, two dormi 
tories, and a football field. “It 
will seem strange going back,” I 
thought. ‘‘Not a familiar face 
except a few of the professors.” 

It was a revelation. The two 
original dormitories were lost in 
a city of living quarters, labora 
tories, lecture halls, gymnasiums, 
fraternity houses and administra- 
tion buildings. The place was 
alive with students. Then I 
noticed something even more be- 
wildering. Those faces. So many 


of them familiar. Hundreds of 
voung men [ had seen before. I 


could swear it. 

I hailed a passing student. 
“How many men in the college 
now?” I asked him. He regarded 
me coldly. “The university,” he 
corrected. “Twenty-two thou 
sand.” I walked away unable to 
believe my ears. Still the 
vaguely familiar faces kept pass 
ing by. The mystery—Suddenly 
it dawned on me. Of course! 
All the young men who had tried 
to earn scholarships to college by 


getting magazine subscriptions 
io ad MEXICAN In Bronx 
| HIDES REBELS Dance Hall 


It is to Weep 





Quaff this sizzler right off the police blotter, for you, only you. 
Oh, sad’s the lot of Georgie Glass As the shots died away, Patrolman Harrigan burst into the 
Who, though he is no fool, room and found the dame with the smoking pistol in her fist. 

Got writer's cramp and flunked “Calm yourself, ma’am,” he implored the weeping mama. 
his class “Where’s the corpse?” “Gone,” sobbed the dope. “He went 


In Correspondence School through that window—I missed him!’ Give them the banner 





| A. L. L. type, Pat, Ill show that Hearst crowd how to edit a paper! 
| G 
x ’ Not So Much 
. ee ee “@ Has the entertainment one gets 


; at the movies changed so much in 
~~ the last twenty years? 
Then a fellow stood near the 
% screen and sang sentimental 
q BN >] ‘ ») songs, which were illustrated by 
a ae > ; slides. Now the fellow is on the 
gf screen, and his sentimental songs 
are illustrated by a photoplay. 
—R. C. O’Brien 


. 





The beauty of the antique sell 
ing business is that the things 
can be disposed of as fast as 
they're manufactured. 


Sovuse—Whazzat sign with the red ball on it? 
Rescuer—The Japanese flag. 
“Gosh! I thought it meant skating!” 
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{ LOVE US IN 
| DECEMBER AS 
YOU WILL IN 
NOVEMGER i 
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yy QD WELL FouKg — a THD 
1 | RECEPTION QuRE RATTLES ME 
AN‘ NOT BEING MUCH OF A 
HAND. YOu MIGHT SAY. AT THI 
SPEECH-MAKING RACKET IN PuBLic — 
| FEEL THAT I$ I'D LIKE IN OTHER 
WORDS e ~OR RATHER | 
MEAN 1 WANT YOU TO KNOW THAT youR 
SRE HAS SuRE GOT PLENTY 
"LL GEr 
O IDEA NOW 
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FROM THE TOP OF My HEART 
- ns r i 
THE BASKET rARTY 


“THE BUGGY RIDE 
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WHOM’S WHOM IN AM ERICA 
Mayor Walker is a guest of the City of Ne 





w York for a day 





tne nein alia. 
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Commercial Theme Songs 


Hart, Schaffner & Marx— 
Button Up Your Overcoat.” 

Maxwell House—‘You’re the 
Cream in My Coffee.” 

Helena Rubinstein Beauty 
Preparation—*Don't Be Like 
That.” 

Lung Shi’s Chop Suey Gardens 

“Charmaine.” 

Pelman_ Institute—‘Will You 
Remember ?”’ 

Knickerbocker Ice Company— 
Can't Help Lovin’ Dat Man.” 

Elite Employment Agency— 
Until You Get Somebody Else.” 

Portable Garage Company— 
Back In Your Own Back Yard.” 

Mothersill’s Seasick Remedy— 
Thou Swell.” 

Pinkerton’s—“Me and My 
Shadow.” 

Any Bootlegger—‘Hello, Mon- 
treal.”’ 

Ask Mr. Foster Service— 
Wherever You Are.” 

Prohibition Enforcement— 
“Sh! Here Comes My Sugar.” 

Goodyear Rubber Co.—‘‘Let a 
Smile Be Your Umbrella.” 

Credit Clothing Association— 
“Due, Due, Due.” 

—CarrROLL CARROLL 








Instruments of Torture 
THEN NOW 
The Ducking Stool Permanent Waves 
The Branding Iron The Turkish Bath 


The Thumb Screws Dial Phones 





The Iron Woman The Subway 
The Wheel The Radio ExpressMAN—Say, mister—where d’ye want this trunk? 
The Stocks Stocks 


Department Store Proverbs 


Lost children will be found in 
the toy department. 






There’s always room for one 
more on the elevator. 

There are no one-way aisles, | 
but there ought to be. 

Unpaid goods are always re- 
turnable. 

If you don’t see the topcoat 
you want, the salesman will. 


—R. C. O’Brien 


fee: 
aL. < 


PA i 
gan 


Then there was the Scotchman 
who made a fortune buying old 


1 , we model Fords and selling them to 
yo wink? 4! 


his friends as vibrators. 


First Jockey—Com’on, kid, you and me gotta play 18 holes 
before dark. \ novel idea—Sex. 
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The Scotch cupid cuts down on his arrow expense. 


Indian Nations Arm for Attack! 
New Yorkers Swarm to Defend City Walls! 


By S. J. Perelman 
War Correspondent of “Judge” 


New York, May 16.—Whilst grim-jawed settlers 
cleaned their rusty fowling-pieces at the Harlem 
stockades and prepared to resist the red man’s on 
slaught, barbaric sachems of the Six Indian Nations 
met today in council at Reuben’s to discuss plans 
for attack. The Indian Nations are composed of 
the following tribes: 
Three Star Hennessey, | 
Hays Five Fruits, the 
Fabric Group, Borrah 
Minnevitch and _ his ‘ ‘- 
Rascals, the Mound } 
City Blue Blowers and 
Anton P. Schwartz 
Some consternation 
was evident among ~ 
the chieftains, two ot ree 
whom had appeared 
in public without their 
Kno pi book. The y IDEA 
were frightfully em 
harrassed, for a Knopf 
book is as much part 
of their regalia as 
their buckskin bloom 
cers. One chief absent 
iindedly did forget to 
bring his buckskin 
bloomers, but several 
of the squaws heroi 
cally tore strips from - 
their petticoats and 
quickly built him tem 
porary breeks so that Z, 
the council could con 
vene. 

The Indian upris 
ing traces its cause to 
the desire of the red 


_— _ -_ — 


skins to get back the bottle of liquor which they 
included with Manhattan Island when they traded 
this parcel to our forefathers. This reporter sought 
out Howard Thurston, head of the Three Star Hen 
nessey tribe, for a statement. The noble aborigine 
was shaving in his three-room tent without bath 
when I lifted the flap of the tepee. 

‘Il already have a complete set of the works of 
©. Henry,” he said as I greeted him. I explained 
that I was now working for JupGe and desired an 
interview. 

“Are they still paying you in wampum?” queried 
Chief Thurston. I admitted that I often took clam 
shells or rock salt instead of money, but simply 

- be cause I had no need 

of the latter, being a 
favorite of a wealthy 


LY a aunt who paid me to 
“> stay away from her 
house. 


“Now, what is your 
name, Mr. Thurston ?”’ 
I asked, pencil in 

- Ia hana. 

rr “Howard Thurs 
ton.” came the = sur 
prising answer. 

“That is a name to 
conjure with,” com 
mented I, “Are you 
sure that you aren't 

; the great magician 
‘ and that this isn’t 
hoax?” 
| ail W424 “A hoax? A hoax?” 
inquired the bewil 
dered ‘savage. “You 
mean those_ things 
that grow from little 


hacorns ag As he 
b seemed on the verge 
of tears, I changed 
| the subject. 
. i oeryr ; ” 
rell me, Howard, 
‘ I said, changing the 
a , aid, anging the 


subject, “what part of 
New York have you 





5 
3 
3 
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chosen for yourself after the city 
is captured?” 

“The Haquarium,” replied the 
untutored Ute, and added simply, 
“T love fish.” 

“Why did you add simply that 
you love fish?’’ I quizzed sternly. 

“T DO love fish!” cried Thurs- 
ton heatedly. “I betcha a mil- 
lion dollars I love fish! I betcha 
a million million dollars I love 
fish! I betcha “ As there 
seemed to be no end to this, I 
again changed the subject. 

“Is that your little boy over 
there?” I asked, pointing to a 
papoose hanging on the wall. 





“He’s no little boy, he’s eleven 


years old,’ grumbled Thurston. , ae = : 
“ie tx ae Wik mn deni Now that President Hoover uses the medicine ball daily to 
Ute.” I shiceted keep fit, the Senate and House may have exercise periods like this. 


“Well, he’s small for his age 
parried Chief Howard, “but he’s 
husky and he'll fight at the drop 
of a hat.” Hats were dropped, 
but as the papoose did not move, 
I held a mirror in front of his 
mouth. 

aes he’s dead!’’ I ex- 
claimed. 

“So he is, so he is,” said the 
surprised sachem. “My, my! 
Why, it seems only yesterday 
that he was prattling around 
with his fat little prattle, and 
now he’s gone cold on us. Ah, 
Kismet!” Overcome with fath 
erly grief, he picked up a pumice 
stone and began to rub his face 





with it to soothe that after-shave “What’s the matter?” 
sting. “The Whispering Baritone fell down the well!” 
“Well, Howard, I must be go 5 ; 
ing,” I confessed, donning my 
ulster. “Come over to the house 
some night and bring the Kismet 
you.” 
As I went down in the eleva 
tor, it seemed to me I heard him 





bravely whistling, “Oh, Pumice 
Me” through his tears. An ofhcer 
and a gentleman, were my un- 
spoken words as Fowler helped 
me into the Fleetwood sedan and 
carefully adjusted the lap-robes 
around my tootsies. 

A last-minute news flash on 
the hostilities announces that the 
tribes have signed a pact with 
Grover Whalen to delay attack 





until the trafic situation is un- ti? , —— << _ 
my: AIW ic “ ~ : ae . ea a : 
tangled. This means that you aati . a 
can put your howitzers and cata- —. 
pults back in the closet until at - ; — —— , . 
least 1950 Tommy flies his airplane model by fastening it to Dad’s coat- 


tail when he runs for the morning train. 
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HOSTS WEVE MET BUT ONCE—The Dog-Lover i 
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I Know a Girl— . \ 


She thinks the batter is the raw 
material you pour into a waffle- 
iron and that it’s kept in the 
pitcher, but, she says, she’s 
simply ecstatic over baseball. 

When I offered to show her the 
diamond the \ play on at the Polo 
Grounds she told me I needn't 
waste my time as she'd seen all of 
Texas Guinan’s diamonds and 
she was sure any one of them was 
large enough to play polo on. 
You can’t fool that girl on size. 

She thinks the basemen are the 
fellows who sing “Rocked in the 
Cradle of the Deep” which, inci 
dentally, she thinks is the name 
of a book. She SaVs, what if 
Joan Lowell's autobiography 
isn't true. It would be different 
if she were writing the story of 
her life, then she'd have to stick 
to facts, but in an autobiography 

well, she just thinks all that 
fuss was absurd. 

She thinks the batters is what 
works the self-starter in the 
coaches and that the ump hire is 
what the team pavs to the 
reteree, 

When I told her the pitcher 
this was after I explained to her 
that he had not been produced by 
William Fox) had a_ beautiful 
curved ball she said she didn’t 
think that they used anything 
but round balls. I told her they 
didn’t but that square ones fitted 
into the pitche r's box better. She 
said, that’s right, you cant put a 
square peg in a round hole and 


vice-versa. 





That’s how we ttled that. ‘ , 
= ae ee 5 “Come on back, Aqqg. Don’t make a scandal.” 
Later I settled her by explaining ie 


how to ke M Pp score on a score 
} 


CARROLL CARROLI In Person 





In Mexican shooting galleries 
they don’t have clay pigeons; 
they have presidential candidates. 


“Why do you call those twin 
sisters ‘tonsils’ ?”’ 




















‘Because « verybody takes them 


out.” 





Then there was the absent 
minded druggist who toasted his 








pre scriptions. 











Stone walls do not a prison 


The mystery of the telephone hooth. 


make. nor iron bars a saloon. 
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GOT 
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Laughter and Applause 


RY as we may—and we really do—to be polite 

I toward Congress, certain members of that great 
deliberative body seem bent on making it hard 

for us. Recently we commented on the gay jeers 
and laughter with which they passed the egregious 
Jones And the other day they burst into 
applause when an eloquent dry told in detail how a 
policeman had shot a bootlegger in flight. “Struck 
the driver in the back of the head and killed him’’— 
those were the words that brought down the storm of 


law. 


handclapping. 

We haven’t much 
patronize them. 

But they 

That, however, 


Are bootleggers fair game? 
respect for them even when we 
They ought to be arrested when caught. 
ought not to be potted at by cops. 
is not the moral of this tale. Our real anxiety is over 
the present mental condition of Congress. It looks 
like paranoia. It may be only jumpy nerves. After 
all, when some of your best drinking drys are being 
detected smuggling liquor, and when the folks back 
home in State after State are repudiating the policies 
to which the Anti-Saloon League has pledged you, 
when the pseudo-enforcers whom you have turned 
loose are sinking ships and shooting people, perhaps 
you can’t be blamed for bursting into hysterical 
laughter or beating your hands together to keep them 
from trembling. 


Toward Decency 


Q eLvom have intelligent, conservative people re- 
. volted so spontaneously against a court decision 
as they have against the conviction of Mrs. Mary 
Ware Dennett. Her pamphlet “The Sex Side of 
Life’ was written ten vears ago to give essential 
information to her own adolescent sons. Because it 
was done with dignity, her handling of a vexatious 
topic found favor with her neighbors. Gradually it 
was taken up and used widely by State boards of 
health, the Y. M. C. A., hospitals and school boards. 
And now when Mrs. Dennett is a grandmother, she 
is haled before the bar and found guilty of sending 
obscene matter through the mails. The complaint 
was brought, if you please, by a branch of the 
Daughters of the American Revolution—an organiza- 
tion which seems to have a genius of late for getting 
on the wrong side. The Judge excluded all testimony 
that would have shown why Mrs. Dennett wrote the 


pamphlet, how it was distributed and why social 
workers had found it useful. The jury convicted on 
the basis of the reading of the text by the federal 
attorney. The judge imposed a fine of three hundred 
dollars, which Mrs. Dennett insisted that she would 
not pay. 

Contempt ought to be about equally distributed 
between the court, the jury, the attorney and_ the 
complainant. The one encouraging thing about the 
whole mess is the public reaction. The protest was 
It indicates that in spite 
of the furtiveness of many minds and the backward 
ness of many areas, our civilization is in a fair way 
to arrive at a decent, clear-eyed and candid policy 
about the instruction of youth. 


instantaneous and general. 


A Silly Statute 


O° course this stuff about throwing Mr. Mellon out 
of his job is all horsefeathers. 
stock in large corporations. 


He does own 
There is indeed a musty 
old statute which says that such a stockholder must 
never be Secretary of the Treasury. In spite of 
politico-official opinions to the contrary, the best un 
prejudiced legal authorities agree that the law does 
apply to Mr. Mellon and that he holds his office in 
violation of it. 

It is a silly law. In this day and age how often 
are you going to find a man skilful enough for the 
treasury who doesn’t own stocks or bonds? Such a 
law ought to be repealed. But whether or not r 
pe aled, it ought not to be invoked. Nullification is 
the better part of wisdom. If we are really going to 
start in, at this late date, to enforce all the laws... . 
But it seems that this subject has been discussed 
before. 


Younger Generation Notes. No. 46 


( ‘ ARNEGIE heroism recently 


awarded posthumously, to the following: 

Agnes Martin, twelve, of West Virginia. 

Paul F. Kearns, twelve, of Iowa. 

Norman E. Brown, twelve, of Illinois. 

Theodore Czajkowski, eighteen, of New Jersey. 

Albert J. Mead, seventeen, of Indiana. 

Philip F. Gray, nineteen, of Minnesota. 

All of these members of the Generation died while 
attempting to rescue other persons from drowning. 


a 


medals for were 
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CLUB LIFE IN AMERICA 


The Picnichers 
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History of the Saddle Horse 


Printed Matter by Gurney Williams 


Comical Drawings by George Lichtenstein 


Barring such mishaps as mice getting at it, ete.. 
this article will be in your hands some time in May 
when horseback riding will be on the up and up 
or up and off. 

Had it not been for Cyrus Saddle there would be 
no horseback riding in America today, for he intro 
duced the invented the so-called saddle, 
and even if you were riding some othe 


horse and 


r animal now 





“Don’t you feel giddy up there?” shouted a friend. 


adays you'd be riding bareback, which would not 
only be uncomfortable but embarrassing. 

It was away back when Cyrus came to this coun 
try with a (the Saddle horse, 


people called it) which was known 


horse named Oscar 
as a colt because it was pretty well 
shot by the time it landed. The 
trouble was, they didn’t have any 
oats on board and they had to feed 


it all kinds of truck until it was 
called a truck horse amongst the 
passengers. It was also called a 


dray horse by a little girl named 
Effie who used to say, “Look at the 
dray big horsie,” and it was called 
a rocking horse when the weather 


sy 


was rough, and a saw horse be 
cause the passengers looked at it 


all day, ete., but that’s not what 
I’m trying to get at. 

Once in this country, the “Sad 
dle horse” was the object of much 
curiosity on the part of visitors to 
the Saddle home, but Cyrus was 
at a loss to know what to do with 
the animal until a sarcastic friend 
“shoot, stuff, and 


suggested he snorted Cyrus. 





JUDGE 








““My horse’s got the heaves,” 





mount the silly 
Cy- 


rus didn’t want 


spr cimen.” 


to shoot Oscar, 
but one day in 
the presence of 
a couple of 
friends he did 
stuff Oscar full 
of oats 
then 
him, 


and 
mount 
intending 
to go for a 
ride. He kept 
falling off, 
however, until 
he hit upon the 
plan of tying a 





arrive at 


Oscar and Cyrus 


Hoboken. 


chair upon the horse’s back. As he fastened the 
first chair with a strap he said, “This will be a 
cinch’’—and sure enough it was, and has been ever 
since. Cyrus was hoisted into his “Saddle seat” 


as it was laughingly termed and then things began 
to happen. “Don’t you feel giddy up there?” asked 
one of his friends; but at the 
Oscar was off like a flash. It seems one of the men 
had stuck a pin in Oscar’s flanks and gotten his 
“gall up,’ as Cyrus afterwards explained it. This, 


words “giddy up” 


of course, accounts for the present “gallop.” 
Anyway, it was a wild ride and when Cyrus and 
Oscar returned—Oscar was first by ten minutes— 
Cyrus was most enthusiastic. 
Well, after a lot of this kind of horseplay Oscar 


became obstinate and refused to budge, so the men 


had_ to employ trickery. The most successful 
& method of starting the horse was 
: to tie a carrot on a_ string and 
rae wiggle it in front of his nose. This 
, subterfuge worked and became 


known as “putting the carrot be 


fore the horse’’—a phrase that you 
will undoubtedly recognize sooner 
or later. 

From then on horses became all 
the People kept them in 
barns because Cyrus said a house 


rage. 


with wide doors was the best place, 


barn none; and after two fellows 
bv the name of Cladius Carriage 
and Kenneth Cab invented their 


famous vehicles the popularity of 
horses knew no bounds. 

Well, that’s all there the 
story and I’m sorrel if you're dis- 


is to 
appointed in it; but if you are, it’s 
your roan fault for reading it, and 
I guess saddle hold you. 
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Meeting the Sponge on an 
Equal Basis 


The board of directors of the 
Purely Sponge Company were in 
conterence. The policy of the 
newly formed enterprise was be 
ing determined by the four digni- 


fied and who 
comprised the management. 
The president, 


rapped for order. 


austere gentlemen 
in solemn frock 
Said he: 
“Gentlemen of the Pure ly Sponge 
don't 
I’ve 

life 
in a 


coat, 


pe rhaps 
as | 
greater part of my 
and, 
you 


Company, 
know the 
lived the 
with 


you 
sponge do. 


sponges so, am 


to tell 
and 


something of 
life. 

we are 
like sac 


and 


position 
its habits 
The 

about to market, a vase 
attached its blind 


has thin walls of which the 


every-day 
sponge, which 
Is 
by end, 
endo 
derm consists of collar-cells which 


resemble choanoflagellate infuso 
rians.” 

“We have a sponge in our bath 
tub which has no collar-cells,” 
said the vice president. “TI guess 
it’s just a cheap sponge—brown 
and sort of soggy.” 

“Nevertheless,” said the presi- 
dent, “it’s an animal with pores 


I 
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The 





absent-minded window-dresser. 





j oa 
H 2h 
/ IZ <a 
‘ A a> “! d 4 
, %\\Ce ipo? ei 
. GA 
t PAE A 
‘ Pre > 
' ~ 
t wer j 
¥ ‘ 
t 
4 q y 
r 
j 1, 4 
= 
(aL 
# 
y Yi 
. a TL \; Hs ac oe 
> ' ‘ Ne 
oe — as ‘ Mr ids Ps , a 
ote TS prams ' ee rE ye, 77> ‘ 
J p= e+} r { 
< ‘ a Os A eae cH | 1 
7 Yd ' 
nq TA (LI et 
ai Ruvorm 
4 ™ 7 
\ 
wish you’d notice the cunning toy train I got for baby? 
in the body-wall and is one of the $1.50,” said the secretary, smack 
porifera.” ing his lips. 

“What do sponges eat?” asked The president frowned and 
the secretary, moistening his dry said: “‘Let’s not digress from the 
lips. subject of sponges, gt ntlemen.” 

“We have a very fat sponge in “Do sponges have children?” 
our garage which must have been the treasurer asked, paternally, 
a real heavy eater in his, or her, looking up from a sponge chart. 
day,” the treasurer said. ‘That reminds me,” said the 

“I know where you can get a vice-president, “I must remember 
wonderful six-course dinner for to send Charles his monthly al 
on ‘ 
am 
= 
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lowance. He's at Harvard!” 

“Td hate to be a sponge, sitting 
on the ocean bottom day in and 
day out,” said the Treasurer. 

“T wouldn’t mind it,” said the 
president, lighting a cigar, “if I 
had ple nty of good books.” 

“That's all very well,” added 
the secretary, “but, how would 
vou like it if you were a papa 
sponge and a flock of your chil 
dren were dragged to market and 
used to wash automobiles?” 





“One of my children does wash 
iutomobiles in his spare time,” 
exclaimed the _ vice president, 

ind I’m proud of it!” 

“If my wife were a sponge I'd 
hold her under water in a gal- 
vanized-iron scrub bucket until 
I'd counted 1,000,” said the 
treasurer, thoughtfully. 

The president took out a linen 
pocket handkerchief and thought- 
fully polished his pince-nez. Said 
he finally: 

“Gentlemen of the board of 
the Purely Sponge Company—I 
have a suggestion to make.” 

“Do you know how I feel about 





catching sponges?” inte rrupted ‘en 

the treasurer; “it’s like cropping Miisksh. act 

dogs’ ears.” A MONEY-ORDER FOR TWO GUINEAS, PLEASE! 
Here's what let’s do!” cried BELLOWED THE BRITON 

the vice-president, springing to Introducing the Warner Brothers in their smashing theme 

his feet: ‘“‘Let’s be kind to our 


song-hit, “Box-Office, I Love You.” “Is there anything I can 
do before you leave us, Pat?” queried the weeping wiff of the 
moribund Clancy. “Faia, I think I smell roast pork; could I 
have a bit?” asked Clancy. “I’m sorry, dear, but we’re saving 
it for the wake,” sniffed the hotsy. And while you were reading 
that, W. 


dumb friends of the sea and man- 
ufacture cotton wash clothes.” 
—Jack CLUETT 











W. Scott wrote five hundred two-line gags. 
SORRY FOLKs, SEEMs 

HES ONLY A BANTAM- 
WEIGHT AND THE 
YOUNG LADY ISA 


Licht HEAVY. 


é 


The Scientific Summer 


This summer I propose to live 
At last in blissful ease. 
My alternating fan will give 
A tingling ocean breeze. 
Instead of climbing mountains 
steep 
With snobs who put on airs, 
In good condition I will keep 
By climbing flights of stairs. 











I'll have mosquitoes in the flat 
With pointed, piercing bills 

To penetrate my hide so that 
I’ll think I’m in the hills. 

No ardent plea from kin or kith 
Will lure me from the scene 
And I will get my sunburn with 

My violet-ray machine. 
Why not have the boxing commissioners weigh in the June brides? Artuur L. LippMann 
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HE Comr-Onx Man, 


“Marry the Man” and 

Messin’ Around” opened on the same night 

and I have the honor to report that not only 
did I review them all on the one evening but was 
home in bed before my eminent colleagues had 
achieved the apparently herculean feat of reviewing 
a single one of them. And if you think this is a 
form of boasting, you don't know anything about the 
three plays. 

‘Messin’ Around,” a negro song and dance show, 
brought me into the Hudson Theatre at eight-thirty 
sharp. I may be late for a drama by the Mlle. 
Aurania Rouverol or a musical comedy in which 
Odette Myrtil is featured, but when it’s a case of a 
darkey hoofing festival, promptness is the word to 
describe the tend nev of Mr. Nathan. So, as I say, 
eight-thirty sharp found me in high anticipation and 
my seat. But, alas, for the faith and hope of youth! 
When the curtain had been up for no more than 
fifteen minutes it became clear that, though the folks 
on the stage were undoubtedly coons, what was going 
on on the stage was hardly a coon show. That is, not 
1 coon show within a thousand miles of anything like 

Blackbirds,” “Shuffle Along” or “Liza” but rather 
simply an extre mely bad cuckooing of an extremely 
bad white show. What was more, it appeared that 
the producer had forgotten the little things called 
re hearsals and had also overlooked the hiring of a 
competent stage manager. The mere slight noise 
incidental to a late-comer’s search for his seat was 
enough to bring on encores and by nine o'clock the 
first half hour of the show had already run an hour. 


Theatre 


“The Come-On Man” “Meet the Prince” ‘I C 
e the sensor wor hooey 
“Carnival” (Forres*)—A rew “Spring is Here” (4 La Tais, Le 
The I othe Cieenaiie ee a = More” (Alvin)—L | 
nee? r “ a : = 
“Messin’ Around” (Hud« Ama “Little Accident” ( Ambassador)—Some 
“The Camel Through the Needile’s as Corns 
Eye” (B Sind — takes up se ““Hartom’” (Times S-uare aisieed 
\ feeble dy black Harlem and an interesting play 
*“Man’s Estate” (Biltmore)—More sex “The Love Duel” (Barrymore)—La 
nd another instances f the Theatre Barrvmore exellent ir a os “ 
Guild's weal manuseript judgment piece from the Hungariar 
“Jonesy” (Bijou)—Crude and dull “Mima” (Belasco)—Nothing in this 


“Bird in Hand” (Morosco)—John “Fioretta” (Carro Beautiful to look 
Drinkwater's amusing humors It will at but not mur listen t 
“Reckbound” (Cort) —Dreadful drivel. 
“Before Vou're 25” (Flliott)—More 
yunger generation stuff and flab 
“The Age of Innocence” 
“Street Scene” (Play hous ()ne f Madame Wharton's novel made 


the thines in town worth a v | play adorned by K. Corne 


entertain ¥ i 
“Journey's End” ( Miller)—An English 
war play with good points but with 


several dubious ones also Empire 


Of the performers who disclosed themselves be 
fore ] de parted, only a wench named Hilda Perleno 
had anything to recommend her. The rest were a 
sorry lot. And what I permitted myself to see of the 
entertainment was equally sorry, consisting as it did 
of such ancient stencils as a group of clog-dancers 
dressed as new sboys, the numbe r in which a colored 
Lothario, after declaring his passion in song, finds 
that a second colored gent is hiding in his inamo 
rata’s boudoir, and the debilitated old man who sud 
denly achieves a spryness when a saucy minx wrig 
gles her bustle. 

“Marry the Man,” by Jean Archibald, now drew 
me, faithful to the duty of my high office, into the 
Fulton Theatre. 


and a young woman who were living together with 


As I took my chair, a young man 


out benefit of clergy were having a_heart-to-heart 
talk. While the exact words spoken by the young 
man do not linger in my memory, the tenor of his 
discourse was something like this: “It’s all wrong, 
Mollie, this manner of life that we have been living. 
The trouble with it is that I can’t present you to 
people as my wife. I know a girl who will marry 
me and I am going to marry her. You are a sweet 
girl, Mollie, but you are not my wife, so I am going 
away from here.” 

I followed suit. 

“The Come-On Man,” by Herbert Ashton, Jr.. 
now beckoned me to the Forty ninth Street Theatre. 
The scene, as I deposited myself in my fauteuil, 
represented a swell-elegant Park Avenue apartment 


Continued on page 29) 


Digest 


“Follow Thru” (46th Street)—A tune “Wheopec” (New Amsterdar Dr 


w at will give you a 5 ( tor for 4 Zieg 1 girls for 

mt what you Ww 

“Brothers’’( 48th Street )}—Protean clap- “Holiday” = (?lymouth)—Entertaining 
trap with the M. Lyt the screen mime ble comedy siccly staced bw Prot 

“The Perfect Alibi” (Hopkir Mys- Hopkins 

ry eakiint better than the averag “Kibitzer” (Royale Pariedies 

“Mrs. Bumpstead-Leigh” (Kiaw)— Ma- imusing, but with some bleak stretches 
dame F wke a revival of an cid machine- “Conflict” (Vanderbilt Rewriting ha 
made farce-comedy put the kibosh on it 


“ loon” ( perial 700d “ — 
bee me Os Imperial) —Good Hold Everything” (Broadhurst 
nusica. comet I 


vely jazz and lively hoofing 


“Let Us Be Gay” (Little)—R. Crothers 


rns out a pleasant little laughing piece. 


“Lady Fingers” (Liberty)—E. Buzzell 


and some jocose dialogue 


‘ “Mystery Square” ‘ Longacre)— Pretty “Congratulations” (National) And 


bad. ail 


“The Little Show” (Music Box 


hee next weer s Reue 


“The Grand Street Follies” (Booth) 


Same here. 


“Pleasure Bound” (Majestic)—Phil 
Baker for humor and Rosita Moreno for “Freiburg Passion Play” (Hippodrome) 
charming dance And also here 
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The Lurch in the West 


A 


lurch,” savs Simon Whistle- 


booster, the famous traveler, “is a 


de lu 


ré 


accommodation aboard a 


speedy transcontinental lawn-mower. 
In passing over the foothills of 
Nebraska, it often happens that the 


engineers desert their posts and go 


native. 


in the 





The passenger, then, is left 
lurch.” 
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“Left in the Lurch” and Just What 
Does It Mean? 


Wherever you roam, you'll always find lurches are 
different 


By Dr. Seuss 


mast ine 
5 Paras 








——— 


The Lurch in the South 


“A lurch,” writes Annabelle Choochoocubb of Lex 
ington, Ky., “is a sag in the back of a lady's gown. 
In the old days, at tiddle-de-winks tournaments, the 
winks were forever going astray and popping into 
some damsel’s lurch. And as all men were gentle 
men in that era, nothing was done about it. The 
tiddle-de-winks were left in the lurch.” 


The Lurch in the East 


“There's only one true lurch in the 
whole country,” declares the Frothing 
ham Bros., “and that’s our lurch in 
Cambridge, Mass. Here the Harvard 
boys get their croquet wickets straight 
ened out before sending them home at 
the end of the year.” (The picture 
shows a sophomore, leaving the Bros. 
in the lurch.) 
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ov will travel far before you'll see a perforn 

} ance better than Ruth Chatterton gives in the 

all-talking melodrama, “Madame X.”’ You 

would have to go many miles further to find a mort 

incient piece of hokum than this twenty-five-year-old 

dramatization of a woman of parts who remained till 
the last a mother pure at heart. 

Lionel sarrymore directed this movie and, 
strange ly enough, showed neither extraordinary skill 
nor amateur uncertainty. It is a sound, run-of-the- 
mill job of direction. The court-room scene is old- 
time movie melodrama with all the stops out. Lionel 
must have shed many a reminiscent tear over it. 

tuth Chatterton manages to breathe so much life 
ind feeling into the growling throat of the movie- 
tone, the rest of the cast sound awfully silly. This 
is particularly so of Raymond Hackett, a juvenile 
ictor who persists in whining and crying the moment 
His grandmother must have 
been frightened in a court-room; whatever the rea- 
son, the minute he 


he enters a court-room. 
faces a jury of twelve men, 
honest and true (at $7 a day, Holly wood ), he grovels, 
and pleads before them with all the ob- 


equious dejection of a scenario writer asking for a 


whimpers, 


tise in a painful effort to convince them, and pre- 
sumably the audience, that he is being torn to shreds 
by the waves of emotion lapping over his vocal 
cords. 

The one unspoiled scene in the picture is a drunken 
monologue by Miss Chatterton. It is one of the best 
things I have ever seen or heard in the movies. Out- 
side of this, and her general excellence, there is 
tbsolutely no reason for wasting time on this senti- 
mental, old-fashioned moral tract. 


| rrr the fact that they spent thousands of 

dollars advertising him, the Paramount company 
Maurice Chevalier, the 
French music-hall star. He is one of the most en- 


played a scurvy trick on 


gaging and polished comedians I have ever seen. For 
his first movie in this country they give him that 


PARE LORENTZ CO") S 


as TEMOVIESS 
,y 6 


() OO eo 





haggard and worn story about the poor singer who 
mnade good, although his girl be travs him just before 
he steps before the curtain his opening night. This 
story has been used succe ssfully by Jolson, Jessel, 
Brice, and a host of lesser admirers of mother love. 
Che valier does not do so well by it: he h is too good 
a time singing to really ery when he finds little 
Daisy has turned him down. 

His movie is called “Innocents of Paris’; inno 
cents of Hollywood would be a more appropriate 
title. There is another Sonny Boy in this movie. 
Since Al Jolson started the paternal fad an army 
of small boys has marched on Hollywood. So far 
none of them has been anything but a nice little boy; 
they have not been cast as bootleggers, stool pigeons, 
or night-club proprietors, but I have a sneaking sus 
picion that any day we'll learn that they were really 
just Lon Chane y after all. 

“Innocents of Paris’ is padded with some news 
reel shots of Paris in order to give it atmosphere; it 
is an all-talking picture with some of the worst hams 
I have ever heard in it, and it is of no use whatsoever 
except as a means of hearing and seeing Chevalier. 
As he has no singing voice, there is only his charm to 
pay for all that advertising in the Saturday Evening 
Post, and the rotten story and his difficulty with the 
English down on. that 
siderably. 


language cut asset con 

If vou have never seen Chevalier, it might be 
worth your while to invest fifty cents in an hour at 
“Innocents of Paris” but don’t judge Chevalier by 
this one. It’s pretty bad. 

An all-talking movie called “Scandal” comes under 
the head of nothing at all. It purports to show the 
tragic superficiality of Santa Barbara society, and 


it has a murder and a court-room scene as evidence. 
It is directed so poorly you are only dimly aware 
that a murder trial is going on, and even then you 
have a fatalistic feeling that the hero will soon be up 
and about. He is and there’s no reason to rejoice. 
It’s an unusually bad movie. 





The Movie Guide 


“qlibi”—Best directed talkie to date “Coquette” —Farnest efforts by Mar 


Pickford. Worth seeing 


“Duke Steps Out” —W/i!liam Haines ir 


a silly fight story 


“Broadway Melody” Combining the 


worst featu last ason 8 stage hits. 


“Bellamy Case” —Good entertainment. “Hearts in Dixie’ —All-talking negro. 
Stepin Fetchi yorth seeing. 
“Christiana”—Mild romance in Hole 7? ree er ¥ 

nd. With Asnet Gaynor. 


lar “Innocents of Paris” —In this issue. 


“The Letter” —Jeanne Engels in a good “Nothing But the Truth” —Richard 
show Dix in old-fashioned farce Long i 
. tiresc me, 


“Mad. X%”’—In this issue 
— , “Scandal” —In this i 


“Noah’s Ark’’—I refuse to see it. ““Syncopation”—One of the worst of 
“Leatherneck”—William Boyd in a ‘He tatkies. 


melodrama of the Marines in the Orient. “Romance of the Underworld” —Sj/ent, 
Worth while. restrained, and well done. 


Z 
z 











Tue Giri Good night! 


Judge’s Travelogues 
The Seashore 


The seashore I'll describe to you, 

The seashore by the billows blue, 

An ideal place for maid or mister 

To loll upon the beach and blister, 

While gnawing gnats and fam 
ished fleas 

Take anatomic liberties. 

Above your head a sea gull wheels, 

Below your feet are orange peels. 

The playful breeze that stirs the 
sand 

Is scented by a Hot Dog Stand. 

The humid nights are damp and 
foggy ~- 

When morning comes your clothes 
are soggy. 

Why languish then beside the 
foam ? 

It’s cheaper getting bored at 


home ! 


Artuur L. Lirppmaxn 


Did we tell you about the doctor 
whose rival took away his busi- 
ness? Yeah, he lost his patients, 
and sued for alienation of afflic- 
tions. 
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That's what comes of qetting serious with a bow leqaqed fe llow! 





We t.-Brovent-ue Youne Lapy—I know it was necessary 
to put up your shirt as a distress signal—this is just a gesture 
to satisfy the proprieties. 
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Five minutes have passed and 
I haven't written this page yet! 

Ah, Tomato enters. 

“You honorable editor on teph- 
lone. He say he want talkie you 
click !” 

I go to the tephlone. 

“Hello, fella—what ho?” 

“What ho, my eye,” says my 
editor, “where's your copy? It 
should have been in the office three days ago!” 

“What's the rush?’ 

“You're holding up the magazine—the printers 
are yelling!” continues my editor. 

“Am I that important—holding up the issue and 
making printers yell?” 

“Besides, Mac has got to illustrate your stuff, 
you big stiff!” cajoles the editor. 

“Where is Mac?” Says 5. 

“He's out playing golf!” 

“What ho! What ho! I suppose when you get 
my copy you'll rush it to his golf course and he’l] 
dash off a few sketches with his brassie ?”’ 

“Why,” asks my editor, ‘‘can’t you be funny like 
that in your copy?” 

“Because you don’t call me up often enough. I 
haven't heard from you in weeks. Fine editor you 
are. You might at least take me to lunch occa 
sionally. I've only been to lunch with you four 
times in the last year. Who took who? I TOOK 
YOU! 1 also took you to dinner twice!” 

You can easily see that I am winning this tilt. 

“Mac just called up and wanted to know if your 
copy's ready,” resumes my editor. 

“Where is Mac playing today?” 

“He's at North Hempstead. He just finished 
the first nine. He’s going to have lunch, now, and 
he'll come back to town if your copy’s ready.” 


“Is Mac still 


on the phone?” 

“Ask him what VA 
he had on the f 
first nine.” 

I have to wait 
a few minutes. 

“He said he 
had a fifty one 
with three eights 
in it,” reports 
the editor. 

“Fifty-one!!!” 

“He must be 
"way off his 
game today,” my 
editor comments. 
“TI wish I could 
get out there for WHO LoS" 


~S 











|| 


a coupla hours—mebbe I could 
get back that $4.75 he took away 
from me last Sunday.” 

“Wel <s«.f says i. 


“Listen, WOO sss 


hon 


can the golf 








gab... when can I expect your 
copy?” 

“Are the regular greens open 
at North Hempstead?” I quiz. 

“Yeah! . . . Fine condition, 
too. Fairways are great! About your copy 
... When can I ex 

“T can be by for you in twenty minutes. It’s 
only an hour’s drive. I’ve seen Mac eat. He 
I'll stop 
at your flat and pick up your clubs for you. Is 
Mae still on the phone?” 

“Teak » . 
yel- . 

“Tell the printers to start yelling ‘FORE! ... 
be down in front of the office in twenty minutes. 


won't be through in an hour and a half. 


. but your copy ... the printers ar 


Don’t stand too close to the curb!” are my 
last words. 

“Okay, Junior, and when you pick up my clubs 
at my flat, feel behind the wardrobe and you'll 
find a quart of putts for the nineteenth hole. 
Bring ‘em along. ... And HURRY! I don't 
want Mac to tee off before we get there !!!!" 

* * * 

As it turned out, we got there in plenty of time. 
Mace was only half way through his luncheon and 
complaining to the Greens Committee about the 
spinach. He said they must have grown it in a 
sand trap and dug it up with a mashie niblick. 
The editor and I were jubilant. Mac, it seems, 
was having an off day. He didn’t like the weather; 
there were too many dandelions in the fairways; 
the greens were slow; his caddie played the Jews’ 
harp; he'd de vel 
oped a slice, left 
his cigarettes 
and score card in 
the locker-room : 
lost three brand 
new balls. and 
gotten a_ blister 
on his heel. 

Well, it was 
Mac’s off day all 
right. He walked 
off with $16.20 
of the editor’s 
Mc- Money and with 
$8.65 of mine. 


a And that’s 


why there’s no 
1 is MAC, ° 
Wo WOW $2485 copy this week. 


Jupee, Jr. 
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INSTALLMEN’ 
“4/1 right 


The Absent-Minded Professor 
Writes a Letter 


My dear Mrs. Minch, 
My thanks for the wonderful 
week-end within your family. 
I can express, the more so since | 
often \ ed here 
I enjoyed every ” 
to a great Although I was 
my -+- 4s, I have the rt. < now, 
next week I shall bring my 
golf 


am so in my 


bachelor 1 15- 


clothes, and perhaps my 


fishing-pole, so we can go < ing. 


Hoping we have 


more good X, 


may many 

I remain, 

Ve ry sincerely, 
HOMER FLOOP. 

On the [] 


Lad 9 


P. S.- 
without 


H. F. 


or 


The Home Brew Song 
“You Ferment For Me.” 


COLLECTOR 


he’s up in tha 


your Il S are 


I’m qoing to stay out here 
flight.’ 


t aeroplane on an endurance 











until your husband comes home! 














Kaw, 





“In just a moment I will demonstrate 


how 


this 





little 





car can climb.” 
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Punography 


At last the new game! First 
came Cross word puzzles, then 
Ask Me Another, and now Pun- 
ography. Everybody will be play - 
ing it. The secret of this new 
and marvelous indoor sport is to 
use the name of a city or state 
with the name of a song. 





Here are some examples: 


“MIIAMI MAN in the Moon” 


—Maxim Giriin, “UTAH Me You Loved Me, | 
C.C.N. ¥. 29 But OHIO Lied” 
“MACON Whoopee” 
No Hope “UTICA Vantage of Me.” 
“IT wish I knew of a way of —ARTHUR SILVERBLATT, 
getting some re ady cash.” Harvard ’30 


“Why don’t you marry a girl 
with money?” : : =e 
“I did : Indignant Paterfamilias (to 
dic ‘ 


sasiiiiaidieg: Whiniaaiiiaie. stupid house-painter )—-Go! And 


a eh a never darken my door again! 
Yale 29 F 
—Raovt BLuMBERG, 


Yale 7:29 


“I’m going to call my garage 


‘The Half Way Inn’!” 





“Why?” “To think that we’re reduced 
“Because that’s the way my _ to this,” said the fur coat during The absent-minded barber 
wife parks the car.” the summer sale. who joined the clerqy. 
Henry S. PENNYPACKER, —S. J. PENAMorRE, —Tnomas M. Fotps, 
Princeton 730 Harvard 731 Yale ’30 





oe 

















“Don’t you think this one becomes me the most, Estella?’ 
y 
—Marcvus Messincer, U. of S. California ’30 











Wy LITE SNOWBALL 
Hie ie BAD PLACE. 


WHAT BIG 
Wet YO 
GRANDM,4 






LITTLE RED-RIDING-HOOoD 
PoCKET COomMG AND ITS 
GRANDMA,. 


Zz § 
o WER ON yg 
JS >|! L sy 





ee: |... A a 
A SKWATT AND A SKWITTLE 
SKWILLING A SKWOPULAe_ 
SKWONG, OR  PHAPS ITS A 
SKWILL AN' A SKWONG SKWAITING 
A SKWOPULAR SKWITTLE. (I 
real] dont Know, an’ Ldont 
care “a great deal. Doyou?) 


I Sim, 
Blow 








HIGH BROW SAFETY VALE JUST FULL 
OF INHIBITIONS, 


SAINT GOT NO 
DN, Youre APPEAL. 







A Hexamerous Hexagon Heckles 
@ Hexandular Hexapod. 


Ss  wB0DY, CN 
ss Re 
FE * 


y—4 


3 
3 
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2 A Y) 
unde HOLE iL ai be 
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WOW GMD \ 
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er kn 
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Judae x und ind w Wilbur C. Whit 
e most remarkat ard pla r the world 


tH s department of 
tags said Sidne> enc 1s undoubted!) 
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rer ; 
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Mr. Lenz will welcome correspondence from Judee readers and will give advice and answer 
questions related to Auction and Contract provided correspondents send stamped addressed 


envelopes for reply. 


A controversial question that 
will be settled shortly after the 
Einstein Theory is successfully 
applied to correct a golf ball 
slice, is the much debated point 
as to whether the bidding or 
play is more important in a 
Bridge game. 

It would seem, after the sev 
eral decades of years of experi- 
mentation that Auction Bridge 
players have indulged in, that 
most players should be able to 
bid a hand without the mental 
anguish and physical writhings 
that tend to suggest the presence 
of a sharp tack in a Southerly 
position—pointed North. 

Rece ntly I selected a Bridge 
hand that was played in a Club 
Tournament, and a company 
manufacturing a favorite brand 
of cigarettes offered it to the 
Bridge players of the country as 
the basis of a prize contest. 

The Melachrino Bridge Hand: 





South is the dealer and has the 


first bid. The bidding of all four 


hands must be shown and one 


hundred prizes will be given to 


the answers that are the nearest 
to my bidding. In next week's 
issue of Jupce I will publish my 
solution. 

Although the play of this deal 
is not a part of the contest, I will 


also play the hand, not as a 
double-dummy problem, but as in 


actual competition. 


I am giving this hand as a 
matter of general interest to 


28 
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~ 
~ 


Bridge-players. It would be futile 
to send in solutions at this time 
as the contest closed last month. 

As an opening bid, South has 
the choice of four bids—three of 
them more or less meritorious. 

Among the many thousands of 
solutions received, even the origi 
nal Diamond bid is in evidence. 
Evidently the devotees of camou 
flage bidding are bound to have 
their fling. I might state right 
here that the Diamond bidders, 
with South’s cards, will be left at 
the post. After starting with the 
preferred opening bid, the four 
hands will have a total aggregate 
of exactly fourteen bids and 
passes. 

With this knowledge. which 
was not vouchsafed to the con 
testants, JupGe readers may di 
vert themselves with the four 
minutes left over from their allot 
ment of ten minutes to solve the 
cross-word puzzle, in finding my 
fourteen bids. A further hint 
which will show the love I have 
for the readers of these columns 
even when they give me “Hail 
Columbia” for omitting to award 
them a prize—is the information 
that on this deal, preemptive bids 
are taboo as well as camouflage 
bids. 

Apropos of preemptive or shut- 
out bids, Lester Wilbur of Port 
land, Me., has this to say: 
“Bridge Editor of Junge, 

Dear Mr. Lenz: 

Playing Auction, the dealer, a 
lady who plays a fine game, 
started the bidding with three 
Hearts. I was second and bid 
three Spades, holding seven 
Spades topped by the Ace, King 
and Queen together with two 
more Aces. The lady objected 
strenuousiy, saying I was _ not 
permitted to bid after she had 
opened with a shut-up bid. 

Seems to me like a bum rule. 

P.S. Anyway I stung her one.”’ 

Answer: Oh, Lester, how 
could you be so merciless ? 

















Judging the Shows | 


(Continued from page 20) 


| peopled by even more swell- 


elegant ladies and gents. At least, 
in the demand of the script, they 
were supposed to be exceptionally 
swell-elegant for the momeni. 
“Why were you not here on Sat 
urday?” demanded one of the 
bon-tons of the author, who was 
playing the role of a very doggy 
voung gentleman about town. “I 
im sorry that I could not get 
here,” was the reply. “I was at 
tending a week-end.” 

Ten seconds later I was out on 


the sidewalk. 


= other opening of the week 

was on a subsequent evening 
ind had the night to itself. It 
was “Carnival,” by William R. 
Dovle, and the house was the 
lorrest. Mr. Doyle has _ not 
written a good play but he at 
least gives hints that he is in a 
class apart from the Mlle. Archi 
bald and the M. Ashton. There 
are moments of interest in his ex 
hibit and, if his play as a whole 
is merely the oft-told Camille 
tale laid for novelty’s sake among 
the cooch dancers of a vagrant 
carnival show, it yet reveals 
touches that may some day, in an- 
other manuscript, go to produce 
something in the way of lively 
popular drama. 

Apart from the basic familiar 
ity of Doyle’s materials and 
apart from the familiar manner 
in which he has handled them, the 
playwright further weakens his 
play by a shyness and timidity in 
the manoeuvering of certain epi 
sodes that might have been very 
way. I allude to the scene of the 
stag smoker, particularly. Doyl 
elaborately plants the idea that 
what is coming off is very hot 
stuff and then lifts his curtain on 
something that could get by at 
almost any debutante party. He 
causes his leading woman char 
acter, grief-stricken over the loss 
of her beau, to cry out challeng 
ingly that she'll go back to the 
old game and, stark naked, shake 
that thing at the smoker until 
they have to carry the boys out 
on stretchers. And then, when 
the shindig begins, he brings her 
on done up like Queen Victoria 
on Ascot Sunday and confines her 
anatomical exercises to a couple 
of very ladylike tosses of the 
hip. It won’t do. 


pore. 


| 
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The perfect complement to good clothes is Phoenix. Smart, 
up-to-the-minute style distinguishes this fine, sturdy hose. 
Its timely patterns are skillfully woven into its famous 
long-mileage texture. Phoenix provides the season’s new- 
est designs with the greatest economy. 50c to $2.00 a pair. 


PHOENIX HOSIERY 














OLD BILL 
is coming to 


America. 





Bruce Bairnsfather, greatest of all war cartoonists and 
creator of Old Bill and The Better "Ole, is doing a new Old 
Bill series. His full-page drawings will appear each week 
in JUDGE. 

Further announcement in next week's issue. 
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2,000 REBELS SLAIN 
WITH MIRTH AT JIMENEZ; 
SURVIVORS ROCK WITH 
LAUGHTER 


500 Die Laughing as Mexican 
Cavairy Breaks Backbone 
of Revolution 





JUDGE ON HEELS OF RE- 
TREATING CRAPE-HANGERS 


Loyalists Forsee New Birth of Freedom; 
Both Armies Lay Down Arms as 
General Cardenas Distrib- 
utes Copies of Judge to 
Eager Thousands 





MEXICO CITY, Ma 18 More than 
2 O00 Rebels were imply slain with 
mirtl 500 lied laughing ind 5,000 


grumpy egringoes were pacified in a 


harmless battle at La Reforma, twelve 
miles north of Jimenez, vesterday, whe 
Federal Cavalry swooped down on them 
with page after page of humo 


Cheeks Wet With Tears 
These figure announced officialls 
tonight by Secretary of War Calles 
Federal leader stated that the instant 


are 


i 
magazine 
started coursing down the cheel 

of private and general alike, and, before 
the 32nd page had been reached, capture 


was easy 


the Rebel Army opened the 
tears 


Insurgents Rolling On Ground 


Military authorities here explained that 


this was the first time in the histo of 
Mexico that humor had beet used or 
the battlefield. Generals Urbalejo and 
Escobar were laughing sé hard the 


couldn't lead their troops 


Battie Lines of Worry Wiped Out. 


The Federals hurled quip after quip 
at the hysterical Rebels, and, holding 
their sides, the chuckling troop were 
rolled into submission The Federal 
leader then sent a congratulatory tele- 


gram to the offices of Judge, where more 


laughing gas is being manufactured for 
glum rebels and hard-hearted citizens 
not only in Mexico but also in every 
corner of the globe 


Enlist Now! 


Take a tip from the recent situation 
in Mexico Enlist at once in the war 
igainst sulkiness and frowns Sign on 


the dotted firing line of inimitable laugch- 
ter which is rocking the very foundatix 
of the country with gz 


Judge Publishing Co., Inc., 
18 E. 48th Street, 
New York, N. Y. 


Dear Recruiting Officer: 

I hear the bugle call to arms I'm no 
slacker. I want to fight my daily battles 
with a smile 

104 weeks of Enlistment $7.80 

292 weeks of Enlistment 5.00 

20 weeks of Enlistment 2.00 


Name 


Address 


City 



































































































































































































































































































































— — , ‘ seine 
eo @ d Puzzle N 
Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 104 | | 
| 
2 3 
Vary R. Lewis, 1119 Tyler St., Topeka, Kansa Jud ays $10 h puzzle printed. 
Horizontal 13. Medal of Honor 
I 4 fte ked in the middle ages. 14. What was served at the fir g-away | 
1 t 16 These go w with r 
\g 3 b abbr.) 17. These go the tub on Saturday nig 
12. The g ke w n 3€. 19. It's hard to fix these 
l What | ‘ for J 21 W trapeze p f r 
14. Now r 3. Y i this Seas L 
15. Ha wag ’ f " 25. A we 
16. Ball g 27 They « ee} f the Yale Bowl. 
17, Wh 7 ger gw 29. He wor 
‘8 What ti Ae 31. To repeat a wt 
mm A w 33. The big puzzle 
” Jur 35. It’s hard to pass 
4. Lote of; 37. Whine. 
26 Tt sr 3%. Parts of 
28. While 41 { man’s 
0. Moths’ br 2. Some p ) 
» 7% wor wagon toa 44. The sweet 
r 45. Y lf the ano 
4 What C ” 4 st ever 47 \ good pla s t lay 
36. The girl w his 49. An open she 
. | good Aga r 51 A big Tur 
40. Whose 4 put the b ? 53. Father 
$1. Owr wont he a m s " 55 rh " f fee 
42 50 D put bet re a horse 
43 I ‘ st of > tir 61 New 
“. 7 ‘ 63. Dress goods used t be 
45. Early 65. What wrestlers do with « another 
46 t UO) girl friend 6 Big league baseball games are played in these 
48. Ify ake th 
“). Pr 69. T hing about this man—his check suits. 
52. Th ild be wrappe to go 70. D when 1 see red. 
4. Th that first Lot 
36. Lik 
$8. This was one ca Ner Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
. Elr{t{t 
66. This kind of a st wont ma he boy beha PIO LIOJAINJE!D 
68 4 het : 
SD Secenn dileso wedatitn en cen tsdint ie AIN AXEMA 
» he n DIR IE|S MO 
Tee hare tod of pach AIRIT NISMEJIA 
$3: The popular men atthe bachelor's bal DIOIE DEP RAGE 
, S'ITIA PILIALYIE|D 
Vertical Lies 
ie. RIE|P, IUTICIHIEIRIS 
‘ Blows r for th E VIA R E u E E | 
. ame the printer for this one 
5. This comes around after the milkman. N a Ww E|N S A Pp E | 
6 roan your diploma because you were skilful ia O N S E A D | 
> ey _ ae TIO GIT BIY 
glee SIK FIRIAIMIE|S 
10. Syren TIOIRIE | 
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MONTCLAIR 

















~} Roomand | 49th to 50th Streets 
vob apache | Lexington Avenue 
{| —_ ind ae | 
] $3 to >) New York Ci.y 
\ per day 
For 2 person 
| s4 036 | 800 Rooms 
per day 
=| Suites . Each with Tub 
| | $8 t0 $12 and Shower 
|| Spe cial Monthly 
pe SS} Radio in Every Room 


3 minutes’ walk from Grand 
Central, Times Square, Fifth 
Avenue Shops and most im- 
portant commercial centres, 
leading shops and theatres. 10 


minutes to Penn. Station. 


Grand Central Palace 
only 2 short 
blocks away 









S. Gregory Taylor 


President 











Progress 


“Waiter, why do I find a piece 
of rubber tire in this hash?” 

“T don’t really 
that the 
placing the horse every where.” 

Masonic ( 


know, sir, ex- 


cept automobile is re- 


RAFTSMAN 


H 
T fi ant 
[3 | Ly i] 
ie Hest i 
KA WT f 
if i} Ly i il 
EX SARE SPELL RE ! 
ay aril 
pss) — j 
y Alli 
eas) | det 
a @a.4 fi | 
4 se —' | 
Hee 
The 


Winning Solution of Mystery 
Contest No. 2 


$25.00 awarded to Joseph KE. 
Sherry, Fast Crestview Rd., Roa 
boro, Philade lphia, Pa. 

Confusion reigned in the court- 
but it 
Detective 
brella and took the witness stand. 


when 
um 


was all 
Shea 


room, over 


closed his 


“Where are you taking that 
stand?’” demanded the district 
attorney. 

“T object!” intervened — the 


tor de fe nse. 
“Objection sustained,” said the 
the 


counsel 


Judge, and case was con 
tinued. 

A hot and a cold-water 
were then 
Alte rdyce. 


“Do vou recognize these we ap- 


faucet 


shown to Jay Walker 


ons?’ asked the truant officer. 
Alterdyce nervously shuffled a 
pack of cards and declared, “Je 
ne comprends pas Anglais.” 
“Then what were you doing on 
the evening of 29, 
1907?” 


the cross-eyed lawyer. 


February 


triumphantly demanded 


“Well, you see it was this 
way,” began the witness. 

“Answer, ves or no.” 

“No!” said Marion Gilchrist 
vindictively, and the court ad 


journe d to lunch. 


The afternoon session began 
promptly at 7:30, but was called 
off on account of rain. Then 


Marion Gilchrist announced her 
engagement to Jay Walker Alter 
dyce, and the Judge dismissed 
the After packing the 
two water faucets into her trunk, 
file and six 


case, 
along with a_ nail 
cocktail shakers, Mrs. Jay W. 
Alterdyce, née Marion Gilchrist, 
Watervliet lived 


there happily to a green old age. 


moved to and 





Widower, who was going to marry again, has a lucid moment. 





Why 
you will come back! 


You will find ease and comfort in its 
livable rooms; you will enjoy the tempt- 
ing food for which Tue Drake is famed, 
more will you appreciate 
being able to enjoy sunny rooms with 
a wide outloo! over Lake Michigan, 
yét be Within casy walking distance of 
the clanging, surging streets of Chicago’s 


But even 


Loop. Rates as low as five dollars a 
day single room with bath; six dollars 
double. Special discounts for exte nded 
stays. Write for Illustrated Booklet, 
Edition 16, 





Tue Drake 1s under the 

Blackstone 

the world’s standard in 
hotel service 


management, 


™ DRAKE 


HOTEL 


Chicagea 














For busy me nd me Abbott’s 
I ers, a delightful toni and = = invigor 
mple | mail ts Gc We 

Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 





High Blood Pressure Is Alleviated 


ey _ VITTEL WATER 


Drinking GRANDE SOURCE 
French Alkaline Mineral Water 


MORRIS & SCHRADER, * ‘sew vorn’” 


rhat is what 
they are untidy 
ensure neat nails 2 
the handy pocket manicure t 
leans, files and trims the nails in odd 


moments. At druggists and cutlery deal 
ers everywhere. Gem, 50c; Gem Jr s5e 
the watch chain model 

The H. C. COOK Co., 3 Beaver St 

















your finger nails rout, if 
Refined men and women 
b 


Ansonia, Conn. 
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| Judge Publishing Co., Inc., 5-18 

| 18 East 48th Street, New York, N. Y. | 

ear Doct ] 

| oe fe to be nt 1 want to be gay, I want | 
t tay funny ami merry all day Sc magic con 1 

| laughter and jest I make you my 
doctor—come on, a ur best! | 

| [104 Regular weekly visits (2 years).... $7.80 | 

| ? 52 Regular weekly visits (1! year)..... 5.00 

| NOUR. cccevccesoceseeseccecoeneseeeseooesoeecs 

DBR sindneieuntiiaitiaiebananauabaatietl 

| ! 
( y State. ..cccceces 
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JUDGE’S MYSTERY CONTEST No. 7 
What Strange Power Did the “Salt Water” Exert? 


Judge Will Pay $25.00 for the Funniest Solution of the Following Mystery: 


I> mulling over my “Household Crimes” I find 
that I overlooked the “Salt Water” Dia 
mond Enigma. This mystery is unusual in that the 
“Salt Water,” 


whoever possessed it. 


have 


valuable as it was, caused misery to 
Another peculiar phase of 
this cruz criti 


corum which 
singles it out 
is that the 


principles in- 
clude a Hindu 
Hud- 
Bey, a 


mvsterious 


nate d 


son 


woman with 
white skin 





fronting Lady Breathwent, said: “‘“Mamba e Salt 
Water” (I’ve come, as you knew I would, for the 
Salt Water). Lady Breathwent blanched, and 
thinking to fool this sudden intruder, fetched him 
a paste diamond which was surreptitiously kept for 
Hindus 
hid in her ar- 
mor. (She had 
another paste 
diamond, in 
case some 
body hid be 
hind the 
tains, too.) 

H u d son 
Bey asked to 


who 


cur 


named Lady be shown the 

Breathwent real diamond. 
and a squeaky Lady Breath- 
old butler went conde- 
called Dobbs. scended, but 
The story is whenthe 

° . :" Se ral autochror S$, smu led out of darkest {frica portraying at the ; 

‘ Sob: dal sige 1g : ‘ es rena s lights were 
laid in S« t " left: D h f lescending into the Kimberley Diamond Mines. At the : 4 dhe 
Konga, Afri- right, Lady Breathwe id the Hindu are fleeing to Novo Redondo, astride a snapped on 
ca, land of the fer cious duimb-watter. (they'd been 
wild flower. (From the Jack Cluett collectior : House hold Crimes.” ) 


Dobbs, a 
butler, in good standing in had taken the 
day off. He told his Lady Breathwent, 
that he wanted to snap some wild life at a 
hole near Simba. 


Africa, 
mistress, 
water 
That was on Tuesday afternoon. 
Wednesday morning he was found at the bottom 
of the Kimberley diamond mine, fast asleep. <A 


tsetse fly buzzed off into the jungle as Mr. Kim 
berley shook the unconscious butler, shouting: 
“Oh, you Dobbs! It’s time to set the table.” But 


Dobbs was dead. He was straightway removed to 


snapped off 
first, as in the 
game of Truth and Consequences) the Salt Water 
was gone. 

Hudson Bey and Lady Breathwent started chas 
ing each other around the table as fast as all out 
doors, each one certain that the other had played a 
prank; and the other just as that 
each one. 

About 9 o’clock Hudson got tired and went back 
into the armor for the night. 

Just before dawn broke over Africa Lady Breath 
went awoke to the realization that Hudson Bey 
might like a snack of cold 


certain it was 





the Breathwent town house at Soba Konga. After 
rolling him on a barrel for 
a few brief moments the 
Salt Water diamond 


chicken. She tiptoed 
down stairs and, returning 


dropped out of his turban. naa - from the ice - box with a 

ay the middle of the RULES OF CONTEST drumstick, stuffed it under 
night Lady Breathwent : ae 7 the visor of the Etruscan 
dragged Dobbs’ body Jt — will award a . hemes $25 for the fun- armor. It clanked down 
through the underbrush on ee oe ee eee eee through the hollow in 
and dropped it into a lion Any reader of JupGE may compete, and any terior and rolled out at her 


solutions 
will be re turn d 
than 


written ¢ 


number of 


which E. Martin 
Johnson had set earlier in 


trap 


200 words, an 
the evening for a tiger- 


skin rug. (You can imag 


. , In case two or me 
ine E. M. J.’s surprise at Bvaye: ae 
; same winning soluti 
finding a waiter instead of ‘oc. cach 
a shaggy denizen. ) : —* 
The next evening Contest No. 7 closes 
e ne eve gy. as . 
28th, and the winnit 


twilight 
shadows over Soba Konga, 
a Hindu jumped out of 
armor 


was casting its the June 22nd issue 


The editors of It DG 


which stood 
and, 


some 


in the corner con- ind don't forget you 


may be submitted, but none 
Solutions 
1 c ich 
n a separate sheet of paper. 


re contestants 


n, 


ig solutior 
t June 


E will be the final judges. 
\ddress all solutions to The Murderous Editor 
of Junce, 18 East 48th Street, New York, N. Y., 


ir name and address. 


with 


B ev 


feet covered 
Hudson 
' 


there ! 
Suddenly Lady Breath 


rust 
was not 


should not be longer 
solution should be 


submit the 


$95 will be awarded went spun around and 
saw, there in the dim 
m dawn—Dobbs, the butler. 
) (5 a the 
MIDNI hh M ss ™ seated at the breakfast 
\ « py 


table with Mr. Kimberley. 
dissolving the Salt Water 
diamond in a cruet of vine- 
gar. . Both men had 
been chewed nearly in half, 


EPWARD LANGER PRINTING CO.. ING 


. JaMaica, 8 YT 
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A GOOD PLAY 


becomes 


A BETTER NOVEL... 


ARNOLD BENNETT 


YOUNG WOODLEY 


continues to be as he 
always was, perhaps, the 
most exquisite study in 
existence of a boy’s 
awakening to love. 


G. B. STERN 


Already the best 
selling novel in England. 


Helen Gahagan and Glenn Hunter in a scene from the 
New York production of the play 


Young Woodley — 


by JOHN VAN DRUTEN 


A fascinating and exciting novel, far more than a perfunctory filling-in of the gaps in Mr. Van 
Druten’s play. Young Woodley is the tender yet unsentimental portrait of a boy—a lonely 
romantic and a poet at heart—who suffers youth’s universal bewilderment at the promptings and 
questions of adolescence, perhaps a little more poignantly than most. This is a closer interpre- 
tation of Young Woodley and a more sensitive presentation of the boy who suddenly found the 
mystery of love revealed to him in the person of his house-master’s wife. 

This novel, written upon the theme of a play that ran in America for 1714 months, has already 
been published in England, scoring an immediate critical and popular success, and going into its 
fifth edition a few weeks after publication. We believe it will duplicate the success it 
achieved on the stage here and is now achieving in book form in London.—$2.00, postpaid $2.10. 





This book may be purchased from your bookseller. If a book store is not convenient, mail your order to the 
publisher, adding postage. Address 


The John Day Company, Dept. J. 
386 Fourth Ave., New York City 
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Hamilton Fish, Jr. 
National Legislator 
and Public Official 


ae 


It’s toasted” 


No Throat Irritation-No Cough. 


© 1929, The American Tobacco Co., Manufacturers 





QUADRI-COLOR CO., JAMAIC A.% 





